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EDITORIAL 


Many  students  are  beginning  to 
ponder  the  rights  of  freedom  of  speech  and 
action.  What  do  these  rights  imply?  One 
implication  is  that  if  a  person  has  a  right  to 
something,  such  as  life,  then  all  other  people 
have  the  duty  not  to  violate  that  person's 
right.  What  limitations  are  there  on  the 
individual's  right  to  speak  and  act  freely? 
Libel  and  slander  are  not  permissible  acts  of 
free  speech;  playing  one's  stereo  in  the 
streets  of  a  residential  neighborhood  at  3 
A.M.  is  not  tolerated.  A  person  has  the 
freedom  to  play  the  stereo  unless  playing  it 
disturbs  or  harms  others.  The  harm 
principle  is  probably  the  most  famous 
limitation  on  personal  free  expression: 
freedom  of  speech  and  action  are  permitted 
only  insofar  as  they  do  not  hurt  others. 

What  of  more  complicated  cases, 
then?  Often  in  Parliament  or  in  the 
provincial  legislature,  the  Opposition  will 
reveal  a  scandal  that  the  government  has 
tried  to  suppress.  The  Opposition's  action 
hurts  the  government;  should  they  not  then 
keep  their  knowledge  to  themselves?  Of 
course  not:  the  public  has  a  right  to  know 
the  weakness  of  its  ruling  party.  The  truth 
must  out,  and  iniquity  must  be  punished; 
the  Opposition  is  thus  doing  more  people 
good  (the  public)  than  it  is  bad  (the 
government).  It  is  also  upholding  the  truth 
and  making  sure  that  man's  immorality  is 
punished.  Revealing  a  government  scandal 
obviously  doesn't  do  the  Opposition  any 
harm,  either. 

What  limitations  are  there  upon  a 
Selwyn  House  student's  freedom  of 
expression  and  action?  Some  are  those  that 
governments  legislate  for  the  good  of 
everyone;  for  example,  drugs  are  prohibited 
(including    tobacco    and    alcohol),    and 


vandalizing  and  theft  are  prohibited.  Most 
of  these  restrictions  are  based  on  the  harm 
principle,  and  are  in  place  because  others 
will  be  harmed  by  such  actions.  Selwyn 
House  legislates  one  limitation  to  personal 
freedom  of  expression  or  action  that 
democratic  governments  do  not,  namely  the 
School  Dress  Code,  certain  clauses  of  which 
are  often  protested  by  students.  Rarely, 
however,  does  any  mention  of  suspension  of 
freedom  of  expression  enter  the  discussion; 
as  one  eminent  Selwyn  House  teacher  has 
noted,  "The  classroom  is  not  a  democracy.  It 
is  a  dictatorship." 

What  is,  aft«r  all,  the  root  of  the  fight 
against  totalitarianism  and  autocracy?  It  is 
a  fight  for  freedom  of  all  kinds — freedom  of 
speech  and  the  press,  freedom  of  action  and 
of  association,  freedom  of  language  and 
culture — against  those  who  would 
invalidate  the  individual's  right  to  such 
freedom.  In  his  celebrated  novel  Nineteen 
Eightv-Four.  George  Orwell  writes, 
"Freedom  is  the  freedom  to  say  that  two  plus 
equals  foiar.  If  that  is  granted,  all  else 
follows." 


GRADE  REPS 


GRADES 

And  so,  yet  again  is  the  end  of  the 
school  year  upon  us.  Boys  are  frolicking 
about  in  the  park.  Rugby  as  well  as  victory 
are  in  the  air.  These  things  happen  every 
year.  What  will,  in  my  opinion,  distinguish 
Grade  8  from  the  rest?  Why,  besides  the 
many  incidents  that  have  occured  during 
the  course  of  the  year,  will  we  always 
remember  Grade  8  as  something  different? 

The  answer,  my  friend,  is  that  Grade  8 
is  a  transitional  year.  Those  new  boys  who 
joined  last  year  have  finally  earned  some 
respect  from  both  their  teachers  and  peers. 
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In  Grade  7,  we  were  the  seniors  of  the 
Elementary  School  yet,  in  Grade  8,  we  are 
the  juniors  of  the  Senior  School.  In  essence, 
we  have  become  new  boys  all  over  again.  By 
attaining  Grade  8,  one  earns  certain 
privileges  such  as  being  allowed  to  come  into 
school  before  8:15  or  not  having  to  set  up 
after  lunch.  But  it  is  not  these  that  will  be 
remembered.  From  having  to  carry  our  bags 
around  with  us,  to  the  new  teachers  that  we 
have,  to  the  new  respect  that  we  have  gained 
with  becoming  members  of  the  Senior 
School,  we  all  must  adjust  to  our  new 
environment.  The  contrast  in  atmospheres 
between  the  Elementary  and  Senior  Schools 
is  great.  We  will  always  remember  our 
hallowed  halls  and  new  mentors  in  the  year 
of  our  transition  to  Grade  8. 


Jeremy  Taylor 


GRADE  9 


Insula  Nostri  est  Insula  Felix 

The  sun  shines  onto  the  surface  of  the 
still  water  as  you  look  about,  only  to  find 
yourself  surrounded  by  gently  rolling  green 
hills.  In  the  distance,  a  flock  of  birds  rises 
from  the  trees,  breaking  the  sound  of 
silence.  You  are  in  Happyland. 

Located  on  the  equator,  Happyland  is  a 
nation  of  peace  and  harmony,  an  escape 
from  the  global  village  we  live  in.  The  saying 
"make  love  not  war"  has  long  since  been 
forgotten  as  its  inhabitants  have  long  since 
forgotten  the  meaning  and  existence  of  War. 
Instead,  they  now  say,  "make  love,  make 
love."  As  one  of  its  founding  fathers  put  it, 
"Happyland  is  a  land  of  trust,  respect, 
friendship,  love,  and  happiness."  When 
asked  what  happylanders  do  during  the 
day,  he  answered,  "Make  love."  And  what 
about    in    their    spare    time?       Perhaps 


television?  "No,  unlike  the  outside  world, 
we  do  not  participate  in  this  corrupting 
pastime.  We  would  much  rather  read  the 
works  of  the  geniuses  of  our  time: 
Shakespeare,  Orwell,  Huxley,  and  Hefner. 
As  well,  we  enjoy  teiiiiis,  only  we  play  lii  the 
nude,  and  the  object  is  to  hit  the  designated 
spot  on  our  national  scapegoat,  Piloux." 

"National  scapegoat?"  Yes,  in  having  a 
national  scapegoat,  all  oxir  violent  and  non- 
beneficial  emotions  are  directed  to  one 
person  only,  and  not  the  rest  of  the  nation. 
As  Piloux  seems  almost  indestructible,  we 
found  it  fitting  that  he  have  the  honor.  "We 
also  have  the  Piloux  rallies,"  said  Price, 
"where  we  permit  frustration  that  may  have 
somehow  entered  our  bodies  to  leave  in  the 
most  efficient  manner.  Our  favourite 
pastime  is,  of  course,  to  make  love." 

Selwyn  House  boys,  or  Selly  Delly  boys 
as  M.  Weber,  the  inspirational  figure  to  the 
founding  fathers,  puts  it,  did  and  still  do 
have  a  great  deal  to  do  with  the  birth, 
grovN'th,  and  development  of  this  Garden  of 
Eden.  The  idea  came  fi-om  Philip  Quaid,  and 
soon  fellow  students  such  as  David  Price, 
Warren  Valdmanis,  Anthony  Brown, 
Sammy  Sirdeshpande  and  this  happy 
writer  joined  in  to  make  what  was  an  idea, 
reality.  Thanks  to  the  support  of  the  Grade 
Nine  students  who  joined  our  fundraising 
Piloux  rallies,  we  were  able  to  afford  the 
island  in  the  South  Pacific  that  has  now 
become  known  as  Happyland.  Though  some 
of  our  fellow  Selly  Delly  boys  call  us  weird, 
we  continue  our  search  for  peace  and 
tranquility  that  will  last  forever.  Hail 
lj.appy  Piloux?  Hail  Happyland!!!! 

Oneal  Banerjee 

Ed.'s  note:  What  a  decision.  Do  the  brown 
shirts  go  better  with  or  without  an 
armband? 
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GRADE  10 

THE  LAST  DAYS 

If  I  could  call  back 

All  of  those  days 

Of  yesteryear 

I  would  never  grow  old 

And  I'd  never  be  poor 

But  darlin' 

Those  days  are  gone... 

—Them 

Well,  looks  like  this  is  it.  This  is  the 
last  article  I'm  gonna  write  in  Grade  Ten. 
Now  I  know  that  for  some  of  you  this  does  not 
actually  define  tragedy,  but  you  have  to 
admit  that  it  does  mean  something.  It 
means  that  we're  closing  up  shop  for 
another  year  and  taking  the  elevator  up  to 
the  next  floor,  which,  in  the  case  of  all  us 
Grade  Tens,  is  the  TOP  FLOOR.  This  is 
understandably  exciting  because  once  we 
reach  the  TOP  FLOOR,  we  don't  ever  have 
to  get  back  in  the  elevator  again.  HOT 
DAMN.  I  suppose  I  should  be  beside  myself 
with  joy ,  but  ( ya,  you  guessed  it )  I'm  not.  It's 
not  that  I'm  particularly  enamored  of  Grade 
Ten.  It's  just  that  I'm  even  less  fond  of 
heights.  Everything  being  relative,  the  TOP 
FLOOR  is  a  pretty  high  place.  I  should 
imagine  that  the  view  from  up  there  is 
enough  to  make  one  feel  quite  giddy.  But  it's 
not  just  the  altitude  that  concerns  me,  it's 
the  EXIT  as  well. 

I  have  this  recurring  nightmare  that 
I've  reached  the  TOP  FLOOR,  and  after 
having  poked  around  a  few  of  the  rooms 
there,  I  set  off  to  find  the  EXIT.  I  eventually 
discover  it  at  the  end  of  a  long,  dark  corridor, 
the  letters  E  X I T  lit  up  in  red.  I  make  my 
way  slowly  towards  this  glowing  sign.  When 
1  have  finally  reached  the  red  letters,  I  am 
able  to  see  the  door  that  I  am  to  open. 
Around  the  doorknob  there  is  wrapped  a 


handkerchief  I  pull  the  handkerchief  fi-om 
the  doorknob  and  discover  that  there  are 
pretty  pictures  stuck  on  the  inside  of  the 
cloth.  With  my  incredible  brain  power  I 
deduce  that  the  handkerchief  is  to  serve  as 
a  blindfold  for  my  trip  through  the  EXIT.  I 
secure  the  blindfold  firmly  around  my  head 
80  that  all  I  can  see  are  the  pretty  pictures 
stuck  in  the  cloth.  Pushing  open  the  door,  I 
step  outside.  The  ground  disappears  from 
beneath  my  feet... 

Every  time  I  have  this  dream  I  wake 
up  with  my  bloody  pyjamas  stuck  to  me  like 
papier  mache.  Actually,  I've  never  had  this 
dream  before  in  my  Ufe,  but  WHAT  THE 
HECK!?  The  point  is  that  I'M  a  bit  anxious 
about  what  comes  after  the  TOP  FLOOR. 
This  is  only  natural.  But  the  fact  that  I  don't 
really  have  nightmares  about  the  EXIT 
proves  that  although  I  may  be  anxious,  I'm 
not  paranoid.  I'm  pretty  sure  that  I  won't 
have  to  paste  pretty  pictures  over  my  eyes  to 
handle  the  world  beyond  the  EXIT,  and  I 
thank  my  elevator  ride  up  through  the 
previous  floors  for  this.  The  things  I  have 
seen  on  my  way  up  will  (I  hope)  enable  me  to 
leave  at  the  end  of  next  year  with  my  eyes 
wide  open. 

Hey!  Are  you  sick  of  me  talking  about 
floors,  elevators,  and  exits?  I  bet  you  are! 
But  look  at  it  this  way:  symbolism  is  fun.  It 
challenges  the  mind  and  annoys  the  reader. 
If  you  haven't  understood  a  thing  I've  said, 
you  can  read  an  incredibly  simple  version  of 
my  message  by  turning  the  text  upside- 
down  and  pointing  it  at  a  mirror.  (Just  a 
great,  great  gag!)  Seriously  though,  I  wish 
everyone  good  luck  on  their  exams  and  good 
muzak  in  their  elevator.  Remember:  life  is 
like  the  stairway  to  you  bathroom... 
FINALLY, 

Myles  T.  Hainsworth 
P.S.  This  article  is  dedicated  to  all  those 
lucky  grads  out  there. 
Go  get 'em  boys!  RAAARRRR!! 
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GRADE  11 
What  I'll  Miss  about  My  School 

No,  this  isn't  a  reprint  of  a  winning 
entry  from  yet  another  ridiculous  QAIS 
competition  (although  the  title  bears 
remarkable  similarity  to  other  bone-headed 
ones  those  mysterious  judges  behind  closed 
doors  create  so  prolifically).  So  please  don't 
sigh  with  boredom  and  turn  the  page:  the 
fireworks  are  about  to  begin.  Here's  what  I'll 
miss  about  Selwyn  House  School: 

There  are  so  many  eccentrics  at  our 
school,  we  take  them  almost  for  granted.  Let 
me  rephrase  that:  there  are  so  many  goings- 
on  at  our  school  which  seem  normal  in  the 
context  of  everyday  school  life  but  that  we 
will  fondly  remember  as  eccentricities  in 
years  to  come.  How  many  engineers  will  use 
"LEO  says  GER"  as  one  of  the  tools  of  their 
trade?  Will  your  associates  at  the  law  firm  of 
Mackentyre  &  Associates  ever  celebrate 
your  birthday  with  a  wedge?  How  many 
times  will  someone  steal  the  spoon  from 
your  setting  and  lick  it,  just  to  spite  you,  in 
years  to  come?  Does  it  seem  logical  that 
anyone  will  remind  you  to  put  your  blazer  on 
when  you  walk  out  of  your  office?  If  you  want 
to  leave  your  place  of  business  wearing  gym 
clothes,  no  one  will  say  "boo,"  and  no  more 
smiling  men  who  play  imaginary  violins  will 
want  to  spend  half  an  hour  staring  at  you  if 
you  do.  Good  God,  I'll  never  stack  another 
plate!  No  one  will  ever  offer  me  a  pair  of  Traf 
boxers  again!  '50's  Revivals,  Beach  Blanket 
Bunnies,  Grad  Grabs  are  dances  of  the  past. 
Is  anyone  going  to  correct  my  grammar:  "No 
thesis  statement?  I'm  sorry,  my  boy,  but 
you're  going  nowhere  in  life!"  Every  day,  for 
the  rest  of  my  life,  I'll  have  to  choose 


something  different  to  wear.  Of  course,  I'll 
be  able  to  match  the  same  suit  with  a 
different  shirt,  and  no  one  will  possibly 
know  that  I  wear  the  same  underwear  every 
day  (that's  why  I  buy  the  tan-coloured 
Harvey  Woods;  it  saves  answering  a  lot  of 
questions).  No  more  girlfriends  (they're  not 
all  "bitches,"  guys)  to  slander  in  the  common 
room:  if  you  talk  that  way  about  someone's 
wife  in  the  exec  lotinge,  you're  liable  to  end 
up  short  one  tooLh.  And  what  about  the 
Tooth  Fairy?  How  Ukely  is  it  that  she'll  leave 
a  quarter,  or  a  dollar,  or  however  much  the 
going  rate  is  these  days,  under  my  pillow?  I 
used  to  like  "Growing  Pains,"  and  "Who's  the 
Boss,"  and  "Moonlighting."  Now  it's  "L.A. 
Law"  and  "St.  Elsewhere."  How  far  over  the 
horizon  is  the  corn-cob  pipe,  a  foot  stool,  and 
"Wheel  of  Fortune"?  Or  "Jeopardy"?  Will  I 
have  survived  eighteen  years  of  schooling 
only  to  answer  "What  is  eucalyptus?"  faster 
than  the  next  guy? 

A  toast  then,  to  the  Class  of '88,  whose 
Gryphon-shaped  boat  totters  precariously 
over  the  edge  of  childhood,  about  to  fall  off 
into  the  land  much  worse  than  Oz,  or  so 
we've  been  warned.  Going  unshaven  didn't 
make  us  men.  Nor  playing  tough  sports.  Or 
getting  into  fights  with  C-boys  downtown. 
Beating  the  class  brain  on  the  Physics  test 
never  guaranteed  virility.  I  don't  think  real 
manhood  is  going  to  be  years  of  singles'  bars 
one-night  stands  followed  by  an 
inannulable  marriage  to  responsibility.  It's 
going  to  be  making  my  own  breakfast.  And 
making  sure  I  get  up  out  of  bed  the  first  time 
the  alarm  rings  because  my  mother  won't  be 
there  to  get  me  going  if  I  don't.  It  will  be 
getting  in  sticky  situations,  and  having  no 
one  but  myself  to  bail  mc  out.  It'll  be 
different  for  all  of  us — but  the  same.  Don't 
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let  anyone  tell  you  the  only  thing  that  makes 
you  your  own  person  is  "your  emotional 
self."  Look  where  that  landed  Charlie  and 
the  Family.  The  only  thing  that  makes  us 
different  is  how  we  handle  the  little 
eccentricities  life  metes  out.  Who  knows? 
Maybe  someday  before  Doomsday  we'll  get 
together  for  a  reunion  and  talk  about  the 
good  old  times,  the  glory  days,  the  golden 
years.  And  then  we  can  sit  back  and  watch 
"Wheel  of  Fortune"  together  as  our  offspring 
start  outnumbering  out  friends. 

Jared  Tobman 


ESSAYS 


The  Individuals  '88 

"...Nowadays  you  find  these  guys  at 
parties  with  their  collars  up.  He's  always 
standing  in  the  far  comer  of  the  room, 
thinking  that  he  looks  like  one  of  those 
models  with  vacant  eyes  staring  out  of  one  of 
those  Calvin  Klein  ads,  when  what  he  really 
looks  like  is  some  weenie  who  forgot  to  put 
his  collar  down." 

Dave  Barry, 
Syndicated  Columnist 

What  do  I  see  on  Friday  night  downtown 
or  at  any  high  school  special  event?  I  see 
yotmg  ladies  with  so  much  make-up  on  that 
they  reach  the  point  where  they  look  like  one 
of  the  more  entertaining  versions  of  Mrs. 
Potatohead.  I  see  also  the  slicked  hair,  the 
leather  jacket,  the  sixteen-year-old  with  the 
car...  What  we  have  here  is  our  basic  Tom 
Cruise  Wannabee.  To  Selwyn's  credit,  most 
of  us  haven't  followed  in  the  footsteps  of 
others  whom  I  do  not  care  to  mention  (the 
friendly  neighbourhood  C  boy).   I  >vrite  to 


honor  the  individuals  of  the  year,  who  I 
believe  both  represent  the  school  and  round 
the  school  tremendously.  Thev  are  abused 
because  of  their  hair  or  because  they  play 
ping-pong  instead  of  football  in  the  fall;  they 
have  guts  and  character.  I  offer  you  a 
portrait  of  the  individual. 

He  wanders  through  the  halls  amid  the 
busy  bodies  who  are  hurrying,  organizing, 
doing  and  rushing.  He  arrives  in  class  thirty 
seconds  late,  books  under  the  arm 
whereupon  his  teacher  sighs  and  wears  a 
pained  look  on  his  face.  He  plays 
shuffleboard  and  Yugoslavian  lawn 
bowling,  and  in  his  spare  time  he  ice  sculpts. 
His  academics  are  not  poor  but  not  superior 
because  he  is  disorganized  and  just  handles 
his  work  as  it  comes.  Socially  he  is  not  an 
introvert,  but  makes  no  special  effort  to  be 
somewhere  or  somebody.  He  laughs  when 
it's  funny,  he  cries  when  it's  sad,  never  too 
excited;  there  are  no  strings  attached  to  this 
one. 

Anthony  Brown 


"Future's  So  Bright, 
I  Gotta  Wear  Shades." 

Things  are  going  great. 

I  had  a  beautiful  revelation  yesterday.  I 
saw  Lee  lacocca  standing  before  me, 
beckoning  to  me  with  his  great,  prosperous 
fingers,  pvdling  me  onward  into  a  neon 
journey,  the  journey  for  the  coveted  chalice 
known  as  the  Great  Reward,  status  that 
comes  when  you  reach  a  given  point  in 
society  once  you  get  enough  money.  I 
realized  for  the  first  time  that  I  was  on  the 
dark  side  of  the  'SO's,  our  wondrous 
technoculture. 

I  used  to  worry  that  I  lived  in  an  age  in 
which  arms  spending  surpasses 
$1,000,000,000,000  per  year.  More  than  a 
lottery!!?  An  age  in  which  people  spend  all 
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that  money  to  make  sure  they  can  kill  each 
other  when  they  can't  even  feed  themselves. 
An  age  in  which  progress  is  measured  by  the 
sophistication  of  one's  weaponry.  But  I  don't 
worry  about  that  anymore — I  was  yovmg 
then.  Little  did  I  know  of  BMWs  or 
Mercedes  or  Ferraris. 

I  used  to  be  ashamed  to  be  human  when 
I  heard  about  the  1000  different  species  of 
plants  that  became  extinct  every  year.  I  was 
terrified  to  know  that  we  were  losing  one 
species  of  animal  per  day  in  our  rain  forests 
and  how  in  5  years  that  number  would 
become  one  species  an  hour.  I  used  to  care 
about  the  cows  that  were  penned  up  from 
artificial  conception  to  early  death,  always 
drugged  so  that  their  flesh  is  palatable  to 
our  tongues  when  our  veal  cutlets  are 
served.  But  I  had  no  idea  that  my  new  lawn 
mower  could  save  me  20  minutes  each  time 
I  cut  the  lawn,  so  that  I  could  quickly  get 
inside  to  play  my  computer  games.  What 
little  faith  I  had  in  technology.  Besides, 
what  use  would  Ronald  McDonald  be  if  he 
didn't  have  mass  produced  cow  flesh  to  fill 
his  indestructible  boxes? 

I  used  to  have  nightmares  when  people 
told  me  that  the  number  of  refugees  in 
Africa  had  grown  from  one  million  in  1 970  to 
ten  million  in  1985.  When  I  heard  that 
Kenya's  population  doubles  every  17  years, 
and  that  they  can't  even  feed  the  number 
they've  got,  I  shuddered.  But  now  I  send 
$5.00  to  Oxfam  and  watch  Max  Headroom. 
See  how  easy  it  is?  Man,  I  was  a  silly  boy. 

I  was  even  upset  at  the  fact  that  the  U.S. 
reduced  its  original  forest  cover  of  170 
million  hectares  to  1 0  million  in  200  years.  I 
was  also  upset  that  the  area  of  a  football 
field  is  cleared  every  second  in  the  Amazon, 
and  that  very  soon  we  may  have  no  trees, 
and  no  air.  But  I  was  young!  Technology 
will  fix  it.  It  always  has.  Besides,  we  have 
pavement  to  cover  our  problems. 

The  nuclear  age  no  longer  bothers  me. 


We  will  soon  have  SDL  And  so  what  if  we 
have  a  Bhopal  here,  a  Chernobyl  there:  it 
doesn't  really  affect  me,  right?  And  don't  say 
I'm  callous.  I  spent  $20.00  on  that  Benefit 
Concert — to  help  someone. 

Now  I  have  a  faith  that  I  didn't  have  as 
a  boy.  A  faith  in  the  '80s,  a  faith  in 
technology.  Now  I  can  charge  forward  to  my 
Great  Reward,  my  position  as  president  of 
my  favourite  multinational.  And  then  I  can 
make  my  surroundings  so  artificial  that  I'll 
never  have  to  get  my  hands  dirty.  I'll  have 
a  computer-ordered  wife,  and  maybe  a  test 
tube  baby  boy  that  I'll  program  to  have  deep 
green  eyes.  I'll  live  in  a  condo  with  enough 
video  games,  enough  artificial  stimulants 
and  thrills  and  pleasure,  and  all  provided  by 
technology.  How  great  civilization  is!  In  my 
high  tech  euphoria,  I'll  keep  singin': 

Fm  so  happy; 

I  love  my  classes; 

I've  gotta  crazy  teacher 

Who  wears  dark  glasses; 

Things  are  going  great, 

And  they're  only  getting  better. 

Future's  so  bright, 

I  gotta  wear  shades. 

Warren  Valdmanis 


QUEST  FOR  THE  PERFECT  DOG 

Unlike  those  plaid-draped 
metaphysicians  of  the  Selwyn  House  Golf 
Squad,  the  school's  Cycling  Group  has 
recently  attempted  a  service  to  the  Selwyn 
House  Community:  three  weeks  ago  we 
engaged  in  a  highly  iinscientific  survey  to 
find  the  best  "steamie"  in  town.  What 
follows  is,  in  part,  a  description  of  our 
findings.  -'  :  _'  k; 

We  visited  four  of  the  better  knowVi' 
weiner  emporiums  in  the  city:  Lafleur's  in 
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Lasalle,  the  Green  Spot  in  St.  Henri,  Chez 
Bertrand  in  Griffintown,  and  the  Montreal 
Pool  Room  on  the  Main.  Equipped  with 
pens,  survey  sheets,  and  empty  stomachs, 
we  each  ate  one  all-dressed  steamie  at  each 
location  (one  closet  golfer  had  ketchup  on 
his).  The  criteria  used  to  judge  were 
sausage  freshness,  onion  taste  and  texture, 
cole  slaw  taste  and  texture,  bun  freshness, 
and  the  general  ambiance  of  the  restaurant. 
The  price  of  a  standard  steamie  is  indicated 
in  parentheses. 

The  first  place  visited,  and  the  fourth 
place  finisher,  was  Lafleur's  ($1 .00).  Better 
known  for  its  Michigans  amd  greasy  frites, 
this  McDonald's  of  the  trade  rated  low  in  all 
areas.  One  judge  even  developed  knee 
problems  after  eating  one  of  these  MSG- 
laced  babies  and  had  to  retire  early.  The 
stale  bun  and  the  exhaust  fumes  in  the  area 
propelled  us  to  our  next,  necessarily  better 
stop. 

In  a  survey  sponsored  by  the  Gazette 
a  few  years  ago,  Chez  Bertrand  ($0.99) 
finished  first  in  the  city  as  a  result  of  their 
homemade  cole  slaw  and  fresher  sausages. 
We  rated  it  no  higher  than  third.  Sic  transit 
gloria.  Although  the  condiments  were  still 
good,  the  sausages  were  bum  victims  and 
the  storefront  hot.  A  word  in  their  favour: 
the  owners  make  their  own  very  good  spruce 
beer,  a  taste  worth  trjdng. 

The  Green  Spot  ($0.85)  had  a  better 
product  overall — except  for  the  quality  of 
the  "meat"  itself— than  Chez  B.  The  selling 
point  of  this  second-place  restaurant  was 
the  ambiance:  tables  with  individual 
Wurlitzer  juke  boxes,  a  counter  with 
circular  stools,  a  standup  steamie  counter 
(only  legitimate  contenders  will  have  this), 
plenty  of  Coke  signs  and  other  hokey  ads  for 
special  plates  ("Try  Our  Club!"),  workers 
who  speak  no  recognizable  language,  and 
lots  of  vapour  rising  from  the  cooking  area. 
These   and   other   intangibles   make   the 


Green  Spot  worth  a  stop  on  your  way  to  the 
Atwater  Market. 

Cynics  will  presume  that  we  pre- 
judged the  Pool  Room  ($0.75  and  lowest 
price)  first  because  of  its  city-wide  fame. 
Trust  me.  Almost  all  our  judges  rated  its 
product  the  best  of  the  lot.  This  place  has 
been  serving  them  up  for  75  years,  their 
high  volvmie  perhaps  accounting  for  the 
fi*eshness  of  the  steamie  and  their  continued 
success.  No,  the  pool  tables  are  no  longer 
used  for  some  reason  (they  take  up  space  in 
the  back),  but  the  place  has  a  certain  aura. 
Indeed,  some  judges  were  so  overcome  by 
the  aura  or  aroma  of  a  few  fat  men  in  sweaty 
vmdershirts  that  they  had  to  nosh  outside, 
thereby  missing  a  chance  to  spot  the  photo  of 
the  Village  People  hugging  the  cashier. 
What  more  can  I  say? 

One  linksman  speaks  highly  of  a 
place  off  our  route  called  Decarie  Hot  Dog. 
One  of  our  judges  stands  to  the  death  by 
Chez  Roger  in  Farnham.  I  know  that 
Rigaud  can  be  proud  of  their  best  hole  in  the 
wall,  the  Miss  Rigaud.  All  readers  who  are 
fans  of  this  ubiquitous  Quebec  treat  will 
have  their  own  opinion.  Good.  Such 
judgments  are  the  stuff  that  myths  are 
made  of  What  this  soiil  food  is  really  made 
of,  however,  I'd  rather  not  know. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 


Bass  Firhing  At  Its  Best 

Yes,  it's  almost  over.  The  school  year  is 
reaching  its  end.  The  warm  and  sunny 
weather  is  beginning  to  become  regular  in 
Montreal,  resulting  in  the  best  black  bass 
fishing  of  the  year.  THE  BEST!  When  the 
water  becomes  warm,  the  bass  move  into  the 
shallows.  While  the  fish  are  not  chiefly 
interested  in  prey  during  the  staging 
process,  they  will  feed  actively,  especially 


NEXUS  2.8 


10 


during  the  warming  trend.  The  biilk  of  the 
fish  will  be  drawn  close  to  rocks,  reeds, 
docks,  fallen  trees  or  any  other  shallow 
water  cover  available.  The  fish  are  feeding, 
moving,  scouting,  and  are  very  aggressive. 
This  means  easy  to  catch  fish  and  some  very 
fast  and  furious  action.  On  very  sunny  days, 
the  fish  will  be  tucked  in  the  heavy  cover  of 
structures  such  as  docks.  In  this  case,  one 
should  always  remember  to  pitch  one's  lure 
close  or  even  into  the  cover  to  obtain  results. 
Shade  is  the  key  to  finding  fish  on  sunny 
days.  Various  lures  work  well  for  these 
conditions;  jigs  and  plastic  worms  work 
best,  however.  On  cloudy  days  the  fish  will 
be  close  to  the  structure,  so  it  is  not 
necessary  to  use  slow-moving  lures. 
Spinners,  spinnerbaits,  and  crankbaits 
work  best  for  these  conditions.  Colours  of 
the  lures  depend  on  water  clarity.  For  clear 
water,  browns,  whites,  and  yellows  work 
well.  For  murky  water,  fluorescent  orange 
and  yellow  are  the  best. 

The  important  rule  to  remember  for  pre- 
spawn  bass  is  to  fish  shallow.  Anywhere 
with  depth  less  than  15  feet  is  very 
productive.  I've  caught  nice  fish  out  of  half 
foot  depths  several  times.  To  conserve  the 
bass  population,  you  should  release  ail  of 
your  fish.  These  fish  are  future  spawners  (if 
by  chance  you  see  a  fish  just  swimming  in 
place  and  not  moving,  that  is  a  spawning 
fish).  To  capture  a  spawning  fish  would 
mean  killing  not  only  one  fish,  but  about 
20,000  newly  hatched  fingerlings  which  are 
left  unprotected.  So  have  a  great  time:  go 
fishing.       Remember:  CATCH    AND 

RELEASE  IS  A  LIFE  OF  PEACE! 

Minya  Gavrilovic 

GO  FOR  THE  GREEN 

The  Headmaster  recently  noted  that 
we — meaning    students    as    citizens    and 


teachers  as  supervisors — have  "slipped"  in 
our  keeping  classrooms  (and  notably  the 
Geography  Lab)  free  fi-om  the  ravages  of 
vandals  and  other  mindless  life  forms.  In 
using  this  verb,  Mr.  Mitchell  did  not  intend 
to  bring  attention  to  another  chronic 
problem  in  the  corridors  and  classrooms  of 
the  school.  I  have  "slipped,"  too,  in  the 
spittle  that  marks  the  movements  of  some 
packs  of  senior  boys. 

Disgusting!  Must  we  install  spitoons 
in  strategic  locations  so  that  boys  with  gobs 
of  saliva  may  have  a  target?  Perhaps  I  miss 
the  point.  Perhaps  this  is  an  image  thing,  as 
useful  as  an  Export  A  in  estabUshing  an 
identity.  Perhaps,  like  cats,  these  boys  must 
set  out  their  territories  with  deposits  of 
mucus.  Perhaps  if  asked  the  old  question, 
they  would  answer  that  yes,  I  do  this  at 
home:  our  family  collectively,  happily, 
hawks  up  those  bolts. 

Whatever  the  case,  save  it.  I  spot 
these  puddles  on  the  linoleiun  stairs  of  the 
Macaulay  building,  on  the  pavement  in  the 
playground,  and  sometimes  on  the 
classroom  carpets.  No  names,  but  I've 
witnessed  circles  of  jerks  standing  about, 
idly  tossing  out  a  jet.  Are  these  characters 
from  the  Ozarks?  Has  Westmount 
inbreeding  resvdted  in  this?  One  student 
pointed  out  that  in  the  common  room,  many 
boys  litter  the  rugs  and  walls  with  viscous 
dribble. 

Maybe  these  geniuses  fail  to  see  the 
grossness  of  their  behaviour.  I  guess  they 
must  not  mind  walking  through,  rather 
than  around,  the  slimy  pools  I  see.  All  I  ask 
is  that  they  try  swallowing  for  a  change,  or 
carry  a  Utile  specimen  jar  or  petri  dish  with 
them  at  all  times.  Like  billboards,  these 
droppings  blot  the  landscape  and  offend  my 
senses.  Let's  plant  ivy  if  we  want  our  walls 
green. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 
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POETRY 


READING 


THE  ATOMIC  MOUNTAIN 

Take  a  picture  of  this 

Westmount  life  is  warm  and  cozy,  it's  a  paradise 
All  is  mostly  quiet  and  the  people  are  very  nice 
Your  sweat  free  life  is  too  comfortable 
And  this  is  why  I  recount  this  parable 
An  oasis  of  calm,  May  Cutler  is  mayor 
Nobody  disturbs  us,  they  wouldn't  dare 

We  quibble  over  street  name  signs 

We  keep  our  streets  clean  by  imposing  fines 

On  those  who  will  not  "curb"  their  mutt 

The  PSU  will  try  to  kick  your  butt 

If  you  even  look  at  a  can  of  booze 

(which  you  may  need  once  you  hear  this  news) 

We  are  numbed  to  horror  and  to  strife 
Some's  biggest  fear  is  a  skin  boy  with  a  knife 
Laconic  Dan  tells  us  that  some  foreigners  today 
Had  their  eyes  burned  out  and  lungs  torn  away 
By  mustard  gas  in  some  middle  east 
Yet  you  still  sit  and  eat  your  lunchtime  feast 

Now  meet  McNally,  he  is  trying  to  protect  us 
From  those  damned  ruskies.  He'll  make  a  fuss 
About  how  many  times  we  can  send  'em  to  hell 
And  how  many  stinger  missiles  He  can  sell 
To  drug  crazed  contras  intent  on  pillage 
So  he  can  fly  ol'  glory  o'er  some  banana  village 

McNally  works  in  the  Atomic  Mountain  now 
On  the  screen  a  light  goes  on,  he  furls  his  brow 
There  they  are?  Over  northern  Canada 
Pinko  missies,  bombers,  the  whole  enchilada 
This  is  it:  take  us  to  DEF  CON  four? 
Bolt  down  the  hatch  and  lock  the  door? 

The  cruises  tear  from  the  guts  of  a  B-52 

This  is  still  unknown  to  me  and  you 

A  "peacekeeping"  rocket  blasts  out  of  the  ground 

Please  pass  those  potatoes  'round 

Over  northern  Canada  a  flock  of  geese 

Fly  on  calmly,  a  vision  of  lost  peace. 

David  James 


The  following  piece  comes  to  us  from  an 
inhabitant  of  the  world  beyond  Selwyn 
House.  Though  Nexus  is,  of  course,  a 
Selwyn  House  newspaper,  any  objections  at 
seeing  foreign  material  in  print,  here,  were 
swiftly  railroaded  and  the  article  is  hereby 
included,  in  light  of  the  spirit  of  summer. 
The  editors  present  to  you... 

Summer  Meanderings 

Perhaps  we  all  subconsciously 
associate  swimming  and  water  and 
icecreams  with  summer,  subconsciously, 
but  summer  revitalizes  the  spirit  of  joy  in 
every  person  which  hibernates  and  sleeps  in 
winter.  Green  peace  and  plentiful  swaying 
leaves,  the  galaxies  of  flowers  and  the 
sonarios  of  bird  song  chorusing  in  violent 
moving  harmony. 

Perhaps  summer  goes  along  with 
holiday  and  happiness  too,  freedom  and 
fitness,  tans,  running,  jogging,  cool  drinks. 
But,  above  all,  summer  and  the  colours  of 
feeling  express  sunmier.  The  Blue  of 
expanses  of  water,  or  the  sparkles  of  a 
svnmming  pool,  ciystal  clear,  with  the 
beautiful  white  patterns  rhythmically 
swaying  and  filtering  on  the  bottom  and 
sides,  pulling  and  winding,  rippling  over  the 
bottom,  in  white  and  blues...  And  to  dive  into 
the  water  and  leave  behind  bibbling 
bubbles,  giggling  to  the  surface,  and 
underwater  one  gazes  up  to  the  trees;  the 
sky  and  clouds  bend  happily  as  the  waves 
sway  above.  And  the  sun  filters  through  the 
water,  tanning  the  slim  brown  body,  waiting 
to  resurface  and  gasp  the  fragrance  of 
springy  air. 

The  cool  water  revitalizes  gives  such 
an  awesome  thrill  one  feels  as  though  he  can 
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swallow  all  the  water,  and  I  take  a  gulp,  and 
fly  gracefully  through  the  water,  cool  and 
breezy,  cradling  me  as  my  arms  wave  and 
my  feet  and  legs  kick  carefully  and  I  sway 
forward  to  the  surface.  Bomb  drops,  great 
splashes  and  cascades,  cataracting  water, 
waves,  ripples,  droplets,  bibble  bubbles, 
laughter,  silver  mushrooms,  see  through, 
crystals — the  magic  in  water... 

And  then  there  is  the  sea,  that  great 
expanse  of  blue,  ending  in  the  powerful 
dashing,  heaving  up  great  mounds  of  sand 
and  tumbling  forward  and  forward, 
retreating  and  advancing,  ceaselessly 
dumping  and  furiously  hauling  itself  on 
land.  Scraps  of  clothing,  quite  disregarded, 
cover  the  body,  but  mostly  the  skin  touches 
the  wind  and  the  sun  smiles  down  to 
everyone  below.  Sandy  beaches  of  white, 
flying  kites,  surfing  and  just  playing  in  the 
sand.  Or  svmtanning,  drying  droplets  after 
a  long  long  swim;  at  last  the  body  is  cool. 

Cold  quick  food,  lots  of  water  and  ice 
cubes,  money  spent,  lazy  and  yet  so 
energetic.  Hurrying  over  the  countryside, 
over  cliffs,  into  beaches,  through  lagoons 
and  estuaries,  to  bushveld  and  forests. 
Valleys  and  silver  aeroplanes  glinting  in  the 
sun — ah,  to  think  of  cool  Switzerland,  the  ice 
and  snow... 

And  my  thoughts  wander  to  the  wild 
coast,  stretches  of  untamed  beach  where  the 
brave  set  foot,  and  live,  for  a  while,  in  olde 
NATURE.  Tirelessly  we  shall  run  through 
every  long  short  day,  tirelessly  gambol  in 
the  waves  and  dump  ourselves  in  the  water, 
fling  ourselves  onto  the  sand  and  close  our 
eyes  in  silent  ecstasy  and  relish,  as  the  sun 
melts  the  droplets,  and  seagulls  sway 
above — and  ships  on  the  horizon 
romanticize  it  all.  Green  lawns  and  grass, 
foresty  plains. 

To  float  through  the  water  and  live 
through  summer  is  one  of  life's  extreme 
pleasures.      Happy  holidays,   swimming. 


laughter,  waves  and  seas,  white  surf,  silver 
fishes,  green  and  blue — the  summer 
meanderings  of  a  teenager  on  the  brink  of 
svunmer  holidays... 

Nicky  Leek 
16  years  old 
Bloemfontein,  South  Africa 


CLASSIFIED 


For  Sale:  A  Roland  CB-141  color  monitor. 
Original  cost  $500.  Unused.  Price 
negotiable.  Contact  Adrian  Rosio,  IOC. 


Nintendo  games  for  sale.  See  Mark  Rusko, 
9C.  All  games  come  with  box  and 
instruction  booklets. 


i 


Mike  Tyson's  Punch-Out 

$45 

Duck  Himt 

$30 

Top  Gun 

$40 

Double  Dribble 

$4r 

Castlevania 

$46 

Stinger 

$35 

Tiger  Heli 

$40 

3-D  World  Rimner 

$40 

Commando 

$35 

Wizards  &  Warriors 

$45 

